0. 

he 
ail 
ut 
or 


it 
> in 
and 
and 


>. 
ERT 


1ese 
the 


ts. 
HUR 
au- 
Her 
r of 


y; 



















VOLUME I. MARCH 8, 1883. NUMBER to. 













Wy ANY “We " 
SAR aN WW. he MF. 
WY AN any Pe 
X\ a \\  e 1 A Z 
wh Y 


* 


Ww i 


Rd AN 


AVN 
a 








= Issued every Thursday a 


yn Cents 


“Cog 











ife Office - 155 Broadway — 


¢ New yor” 
aS Y WY fF) Entered at N-Y-Post Office as Second Class Mail Matter-- cw or ‘ 





COPYRIGHT 1862 BY LAMITCHECL 











errr 


HENRY HOLT & CO. 


Just PUBLISH 
The Epic of Kings, 


tories retold from Firvusi. By HELEN ZIMMERN, 
and a Prefatory Poem by Edmund W.Gosse. r2mo. 


Yale Lectures on Preaching. 
By Pres. E. G. ROBINSON, of Brown University. 12mo. 


Geraldine Hawthorne, 


A Novel. 
16mo. 


By B. M. BUTT, Anthor of ‘* Miss Molly.” 
(Leisure Hour Series.) $r. 


Gosse’s on Viol and Flute. 


Selected. Poems, by EDMUND W. GOSSE. 
12mo, $1 75. 


The Critic. 


A Weekly Review of 
Literature, The Fine Arts, 
Science, Music, The Drama. 


Square 








Epitors, - - - - J. L.&J. B. GILDER. 


‘“* The first literarv Journal in America, 
its specialty is short reviews and many of 
them ; but we do not observe that quality ts 
sacri ficed.’’—LONDON ACADEMY. 

“THE CRITIC has become a positive and in- 
dispensable part of American literature.”— 

SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN. 

“THE CRITIC has made itself known in 
America by the indetendence and ability of 
its utterances.’-—NOTES AND QUERIES. 

“At the head of the critical Fournals of 
this country.—BOSTON Post. 


For sale at all news stands. Single Copies, 
Io cts.; $3.50 per year, in advance. To 
Teachers and Clergymen, $3.00. Remit only 
by post-office order, express order, registered 
letter or check. Address, 


The Critic, 


30 Lafayette Place, New York. 


er 


COMMENTS OF THE PRESS. 


‘* Lire, the brightest and least pretentious of New | 


York weeklies.”—7roy Zimes. 





‘* LIFE grows brighter. ‘ LIFE is worth living ’— 
and reading. ’— Norristown Herald, 





‘‘ THE papers and the public are wishing LiFE a 
long lease of its name.”—Dazly Graphic. 





‘‘Ir has that refinement so conspicuously absent 
from many periodicals of a like nature.”—A/bany 
Argus. 


‘*WE find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; 
it seems to have been born grown up; it is workman- 
like in every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, 
genial and satisfying. We commend it to at least 
fifty thousand readers in this town.” —7he Sun. 





‘‘LirE has come to us, sparkling with wit and 
radiant with beauty. It is a sort of ‘‘ phunny phel- 
low,” published in New York, and is only four weeks 
old. It will compete with Puck in the race for all 
the laurels that fun, joke and wit can win. We pat 
it on the back and say ‘Go in.’”—WNorristown Daily 
Times. 





‘* THE New York weekly LIFE is bright, sharp and 
witty, without coarseness. There is a manifest im- 
provement in its illustrations. It has not aged suf- 
ficiently to hazard that monotonous dreariness which 
characterizes exclusively ‘funny’ papers, and it is to 
be hoped its springs of humor may prove perennial 
if not perpetual.”"—Chicago Daily News. 





‘* LIFE, the new comic and satirical weekly, whose 
appearance in New York we noted a few weeks ago, 
has now reached its fifth number. It is making a 
place for itself, and it deserves a good one in public 
esteem. Its illustrations are in black and white, and 
many of them possess artistic value, while in its 
humor and wit it is clean,clear and refined. May 
LIFE prove’ everlasting.”"—Louzsville Couriter- 
Fournal, 





THE wittiest thing in the way of cartoons that has 
appeared for many a day is in the current issue of 
LIFE, the new humorous weekly, published in New 
York. By the side of a colossal statue of Thackeray 
stands Mr. Howells, upon two volumes of Zhe Cen- 
tury, supporting upon his shoulders Mr. James, who 
is thuselevated toa level with Thackeray’s shoulders. 
And Mr. Howells inquires: *‘Are you the tallest 
now, Mr. James?’ Mr. James ignores the query. 
‘* Would you be so uncommonly kind, Howells, as to 
let me down easy ; it may be that we have both got 
to grow.” LIFE, by the way, is a very bright paper. 
It is distinctly worth living ?—Boston Traveller. 


HART SHORNS| 


SELF-ACTING 


| SHADE ROLLERS 


L aerY ROL; NO-CORDS-‘ORBA| AN 
Staeanree?| SOLD-EVERYWHERE 





| of the latter sheet. 


A. G HEMINWayY. 


‘*THE editors of LIFE deserve final success, whether 
they attain it or not. Its appearance is very thor- 
oughly in its favor, the illustrations are far beyond 
the average, and while its fun suggests that of Za Vie 
Parisienne, it has none of the questionable character 
It is far in advance of Puck, both 
in make-up and literary merit, and every reader will 
wish it a long and prosperous life.” — 7he Continent. 


‘* LIFE is the name of a new humorous weekly pub- 
lication that has lately appeared in New York. The 


| world is already the fatter for its coming, for it is the 


most irresistibly laughter-provoking, funny paper that 
quaint American wits have yet produced. It is really 
a gem inits way. The wit is bright and polished, 
without being venomous, and the illustrations are 
capital. We advise our ten thousand readers to get 
a copy of LIFE.”—7renton, N. F., State Register. 





THE eighth number of LIFE, amid other excellent 
matter, has a neat cartoon representing Mr. Howells 
standing on two volumes of Zhe Century and sup- 
porting Mr. James upon his shoulders, in the vain at- 
tempt to reach the altitude of a statue of Thackeray, 
which towers beside them. ‘Are you the tallest, 
now, Mr. James?” anxiously asked the author of 
‘The Modern Instance.” Mr. James ignoring the 
question answers in a nervous flurry: ‘‘ Be so un- 
commonly kind, Howells, as to let me down easy; 
it may be we have both got to grow.” LIFE is ap- 
parently gaining foothold, and deserves to do so.— 
The Tribune. 





TuIs week’s LiFE has the most striking contribu- 
tion to the James-Howells vs. Thackeray-Dickens 
controversy that has yet appeared. On the left is a 
statue of Thackeray, very large ; onthe right, stand- 
ing on two bound volumes of 7he Century for a pe- 
destal, Mr. James stands upon the shoulders of Mr. 
Howells, the top of his head reaching nearly to Thack- 
eray’s shoulder. Mr. Howells says to Mr. James: 
** Are you the tallest now, Mr. James ?” The latter 
replies: ‘*‘ Be so uncommonly kind as to let me 
down easy, Mr. Howells; it may be we have both 
got to grow a little."— Mail and Express. 





THE field of comic or satiric journalism in this 
country is yet waiting to be filled. /uck, which has 
shown much rude and coarse strength, is growing 
stupid ; and LIFE, the new venture, is not yet vig- 
orous or keen enough to satisfy. But it has an ex- 
cellent cartoon in the last issue. In a library, beside 
astatue of Thackeray with his delightful spectacles 
on, Mr. Howells, mounted upon two volumes of 7he 
Century, holds Henry James on his shoulders, anx- 
iously asking: ‘‘Are you the tallest now, Mr. 
James?” The great episcdist, evidently very shaky 
on his slender legs, nervously replies: ‘‘ Be so un- 
commonly kind, Howells, as to let me down easy,— 
it may be we have both got tu grow.” Let us have 
more of this sort of work, LIFE.—Springfield Repub- 
lican. 


TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CoO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 


New York. 


IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
the city. 
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1155 BROADWAY, NEw York. 





CONDUCTED BY 
JoHN AMES MITCHELL AND EDWARD S. MARTIN. 





ANDREW MILLER, Business Manager. 





Published every Thursday, $5 a year in advance, postage free. 
Single copies, 10 cents. 


{3 Subscribers who do not receive their copies will please 
notify the office at once. 


A TALE OF TWO BROTHERS. 


OT many years ago, John 
and Richard Roe, twin 
brothers, who had _pros- 
pered much in the manu- 
facture of linen cloth ing 
country town in New Eng- 
land, removed to Boston 
to enjoy the wealth which 
their industry had brought 
them. Two more affec- 
tionate brothers never 
lived ; they had been to- 
gether from earliest in- 
fancy; their children were 
more like brothers and 
sisters than like cousins, 
and as their wives had 
identical pin monies, there 
were no jealousies as to 
bonnets and gowns to stir-up ill-feeling. 

John Roe purchased a fine house upon the sunny 
side of Commonwealth Avenue, below Dartmouth 
street, and Richard Roe bought the house directly 
opposite to it upon the shady side of the street. John’s 
house had the morning sun in front and Richard’s in 
the rear, otherwise there was not a pin to choose be- 
tween the two mansions, which were both fitted up 
with a strict regard to the latest mandates of Clarence 
Cooke. In the first month or so of residence in 
the town, a little path was worn across the green turf 
of the park in the centre of the street, by the constant 
intercourse between the two families. But one day, 
Mrs. Richard, on going to her sister-in-law’s house, 
observed that her card-case was filled to overflowing 
with the cards of the most respectable people of 
Boston, and when she remembered the few strange 
pasteboards, which looked so forlorn in her own tray, 
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she felt a slight twinge of envy. She could not under- 
stand how it should happen so. Mrs, Richard was 
certainly no better looking or bred than she, and cer- 
tainly her husband was much handsomer and cleverer 
than his twin brother. Richard was a clever raconteur, 
while John’s flat puns and stale Joe Millers had often 
cast a gloom over family dinners. 

Mrs. Richard going into the drawing-room, found 
Mrs. John entertaining a caller ; Mrs. John did not re- 
ceive her sister with her usual cordiality and coldly in- 
troduced her to the lady, who soon left. Mrs. Richard 
then informed her sister of many balls, receptions and 
dinners to which she had been bidden, and shrugged 
her shoulders complacently when poor Mrs. John told 
her that she had not been invited to them. Mrs. Rich- 
ard’s carriage soon came to the door to take her upon a 
round of visits and her sister-in-law sadly went back to 
her house. The same day Richard came home with the 
news that John had been elected into the club, and that 
he had lunched there to-day without him. As the two 
brothers had lunched together for thirty years, this had 
a most depressing effect.upon Richard. And between 
the younger members of the family the same ill-will 
had gradually arisen, for John’s children were asked 
everywhere, while Richard’s children were left in the 
cold. The little path between the two houses be- 
came gradually obscured with grass, and the former 
friendly and delightful intercourse between the two 
families became cold and constrained. 

Finally the last straw came. Mrs. John gave a grand 
ball at the close of the season, to repay their social 
obligations, and she did not invite the Richard Roes 
to it. With sullen faces the neglected family sat be- 
fore their fireside, listening to the carriages driving up 
to their relative’s mansion. Mrs. Richard’s grief was 
too great and sacred to describe ; as for the husband, 
his life was embittered by the tearing of his loved 
brother from his heart. 

The next morning, as he walked down the sunny 
side of the avenue, he met his brother coming from 
his house, looking tired from the late hours of the last 
night. 

The two exchanged cold salutes, and walked on 
together in silence. “ John,” finally said Richard, 
“my wife tells me that you gave a ball last night.” 

“We did,” said John, turning away and looking 
away from his brother. “‘ It was a very pleasant affair.” 

“Tam surprised that you could have enjoyed any- 
thing from which you had excluded your brother,” 
said John, tartly. 

“T am sorry that we could not see our way clear to 
inviting you,” explained Richard, in his clear, lucid 





‘way; “but you see the line must be drawn some- 


where.”’ 
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“And so you draw it through your own brother,” 
exclaimed Jvhn, in a hot passion. 

“Pardon me, brother John,” said Richard, as he 
brushed a little dust from his top-coat, “pardon me, 
I did not draw the line ; the line was drawn, and you 
chose.to put yourself outside of it !”’ 

“Put myself outside of it! What do you mean?” 
thundered John. 

“It is exceedingly strange that you do not grasp my 
meaning,” replied Richard, desperately, “now you see 
that nobody whom any one knows, lives on the shady 
side of Commonwealth Avenue, south of Dartmouth 
Street, and as you live there you are outside of the 
pale. Many residents in the south end of the city, de- 
serted that region as it was blasted by fashionable 
prejudice, and removed in a body to the Back Bay. 
Many of them moved to, Commonwealth Avenue, on 
the shady side, south of Dartmouth Street ; aid the old 
inhabitants of the Back Bay,to protect their vested inter- 
ests, have drawn the line through Dartmouth Street and 
down Commonwealth Avenue. Do you catch my mean- 
ing?” 

ey do ; but still I am the same man, and my family 
just as well or ill-bred, as if they lived on the opposite 
side of the street.” 

“ Ah, but you don’t live on the opposite side of the 
street, you know. ‘One must draw the line some- 
where.’ Good day; I am going to drop into the club. 
I devote an hour every morning there, answering invi- 
tations to dinner.” 

That night John brought home to his wife a copy of 
the Declaration of Independence. 








E take pleasure in giving publicity to the follow- 
ing communication :— 


EpiTor oF ‘‘ Lire,”—Sir: I see that the Rideaway, Pasture 
Rill, Leicester, and other hunts are issuing their meet cards for 
the spring season of 1883, and I would be pleased if you could 
find room for ours, a copy of which I enclose herewith. 

Yours very respectfully, 
GEORGE FEATHERWEIGHT, 
Master Bleecker Street Hounds. 


THE BLEECKER STREET HOUNDS MEET 


Hoaary FRY s.... scsccsces sevsvecesese March sth, 1m P.M. 
Owney Geoheghan’s.........-.2.++e006 ” 7h, 4 AM. 
Ess cacio ors bee encadeenwas ‘* Toth, 4.30A.M,. 


Harry Miter’s.... cc cgercccvesccscess March 13th, 8 P.M. 
ras ¢ “2 Pe. 
Bleecker Street Car Stables............. ‘¢ 20th, 10 A.M. 
RAMNOW “DAVORe FM 0-55 6:<.0. 0: enyese css «24th, gs A.M. 
ra k.xcieitowneeiae Peaeu dae Bence: ‘* 27th, 6.30 A.M. 


Police Headquarters (last week of the 
season), date not yet decided upon. 
Bleecker Street Kennels, 
March tst, 1883. 


NOTICE. 


The Stewards have arranged for free transportation of members 
and guests on the Bleecker Street cars (provided they know the 
conductor). 

Owing to injuries sustained by the Jack in his late victorious 
encounter with Tug Wilson’s “‘ Grip,” the Stewards have been 
obliged to purchase a new dog. He isa fine animal, but being 
comparatively new to the business a few more checks than is 
usual may be expected during the first one or two meets. 

The Stewards have been fortunate enough to secure a suffi- 
ciently large number of Maltese Zoms to insure live game at every 
meet. The drag will therefore be dispensed with. 





RECENT FICTION. 


BARRINGTON’S FATE.—Seemed to require, for a fate, consid- 
erable personal attention from Barrington. 


HEART OF STEEL.—Softer than one would suppose. 


THE COLONEL’s DAUGHTER.—From which it is evident that 
a young lady may prefer being a captain’s or even a lieutenant’s 
bride, to being the Colonel’s daughter, 


ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN.—And one impossible 


‘girl. 


UNDER APPLE-BOUGHS.—Idyllic at first, but soon suggestive 
of Adam’s fall under an apple-tree. 


““T HAVE LIVED AND LOVED.”—Our heartfelt sympathy for 
her, and for the people who tried to live with her, and for per- 
sons who buy the book. 





LIES OF THE DAY. 


And the parson made it his text that day, and he said likewise 

That a lie which is half a lie is ever the blackest of lies ; 

For a lie which is all a lie may be met with and fought outright, 

But a lie which is part truth ts a harder matter to fight. 

Ir 1s Not TRuE.—That the Fancy Dress Ball is not going to 
be a very grand affair.—That seven borrowed visiting lists were 
combed over before the invitations were, issued.—That no cos- 
tume will be admitted which has cost less than $6.—That P-t-r 
C—p-r will go as Cupid.—And Cr—ght-n W-bb as Jason in 
Search of the Golden Fleece.—And Psalm T-ld=-n as the Sam of 
Life—That S-s-n B. Anth-ny will be there as Spring, and 
H-rry S-nds and Fr-ddy M-rt-n as the Siamese Twins.— That 
Du Ch—llu will go as his own Book-Agent.—That Wh-t-l-w 
R—d is getting himself up as the Mill on the Floss.—That Al- 
fr-d W-gs—ff will go as Tom Thumb.—That the Dowager of 
Gramercy Park has recognized the true situation, and is having a 
more capacious cake-pocket put into that green dress.—That De 
L-nc-y will be there asa rattan Kane.—That Lochinvar P-ll is 
sorry he can’t come.—That Judge F-tch will dress himself in a 
rosebud smile, and go as Infant Joy.—That A. E. M-cd-n-ld 
will appear as Injured Innocence, Edg-r S-It-s asa Professional 
Beauty, and Alderman R—s-v-lIt as the Skeleton in the Closet. 
—That the mother-in-law of the British Peerage ‘‘ declined 
with thanks.”—That after receiving four invitations and a per- 
sonal call, she conZescended to accept.—That she will go simply 
and briefly as a pedigree.—That if W-rd McAll-st-r carries out 
his plan to be Present as the Prodigal Son, T-m B—ty will lose 
his life if he goes.—That Wm. M. Ev-rts will appear as the 
Cave of the Winds, Commander G-rr—nge as the Lone Orphan, 
B-n B-tl-r as Apollo, and R-sc—e C-nkl-ng as the Ruins of 
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FABLES IN FOUR 
LINES. 

A CASTILIAN HONOR. 
A CAST-IRON ship from far 
off Castile bore 
Upon the rocks—and on 

its side ; 

I seized the soap and washed 
myself ashore. 
MORAL. 

While there’s life, there’s 

soap, I cried. 


OBJURGATION, 

THE bob-tailed paused with 
sudden shocks ; 

The driver cursed the 

passenjare— 

Who dropped his money in 
the box. 

MORAL. 

None but the brave deserve 

the fare. 


THE COLLECTION OF INTER- 
NAL REVENUE. 


THE gay Moonshiner reeleth 
Oft in the sTILL-y night; 
His tax he ever stealeth. 
MORAL. 


Whatever is, is right ! 


BRUTE BITE? 
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A NEW WAY TO PAY OLD DEBTS. 


Importunate Tailor: GREAT HEAVENS, 


Mr. EVERSHORT, DOES THIS 


ng. Mr. E£.: NOT UNLESS HE THINKS YOU’RE AFRAID OF HIM. 





Pompeii.—That Art-m-s H-lm-s will either personate the Statue 
of Bartholdi, or put on a sugar coat and go as a homeopathic 
pill.—-That Cl-r-nce D-nsm-re will chalk his head and be there 
as a cue, and that the Count di C-sn-la will go in a Golgoi cos- 
tume of heterogeneous and unrelated parts.—That the Marquis 
de Leuville will be present in his original character of Mantalini. 
—That the Marchioness of Clinton Place will go as Sister 
Skewton.—That U. S. Gr-nt will appear as the Tower of 
Babel.—That the Duchess of Erie will be there, and drive 
Duckie and Daddles tandem.—That the Prince of Wales 
isn’t invited.—And that a good deal of poor, white, Knick- 
erbocker trash isn’t either. —And that J-hn K-lly is. — 
That several connubial relatives will not be present.—That 
the reason for this is, the affair is to be very swell, and one 
must draw the line somewhere, you know.—That ‘T-ddy R—se- 
v—t will go as Consistency, the Five-cent Jule.—That little 
Gr-ff-ths-M-st-n has consented to drop his hyphen, wear that 
bob-tail overcoat, and go as you please.—That Gr-ff—-ths wears 
that coat to keep his spine warm and his brains cool.—That T-ny 
P-st-r and J-hn L. S-ll-v—n have been invited.—That J-hn 
St-ts-n heard it wasn’t going to be abit like the French Ball, and 
declined.—That L—b-t wasn’t invited because it wouldn’t be 
agreeable to T-rnb-ll, and T-rnb-Il wasn’t invited because it 
wouldn’t be agreeable to L—b-t.—That each daily paper has 
been requested not to send more than nine reporters to write the 
thing up.—That W-rr-n L-I-nd will furnish dress coats for the 
occasion.—That the happy nine will be given by each guest a 
printed description of his or her costume, for the sake of accuracy, 
don’t you see ?—That a heavy 38th street lady had hysterics be- 
cause she was left out.—That she has hopes yet.—That business 
will be stagnant all over the country until the thing is over.— 
That nobody will read LiEs next week. 








A FLOATER. 





YouncG Dudekins (who lives in New York), 
Sp. g., was much lighter than cork. 


He would skip o’er the bay. 


Down to Far Rockaway, 


And take Angeline for a walk. 


THE ingenuous reporter who had gone to see 


Salvini’s Othello was told by his editor to “ make two 


sticks.” 


man said. 


“But there were seven or eight” the young 
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AN IMPORTANT DETAIL. 


Guileless Young Woman : O! UNCLE, I DO WISH YOU WOULD TAKE ME WITH YOU. I ADORE THOSE FRENCH 


OPERETTAS. 
Discriminating Male Relative : 


It ISN’T A PROPER PLACE FOR YOU, MY GIRL. 


G. Y. W.: Bur IT Is ALL IN FRENCH, AND I SHOULD NOT UNDERSTAND MORE THAN HALF THAT WAS 


SAID. 
a m2 


YES, MY DEAR, BUT WHICH HALF? 





THE MUSKINGUM VALLEY. 


I N the Muskingum Valley !—How sweetis the gaze, 
As a fellow looks back on the long summer days 
When the smiles of its blossoms once mingled with mine, 
And my childish heart drunk of their fragrance like wine! 
Where the hills caught the kiss of the morning and noon, 

And the river ran by like an old fiddle-tune, 
And the long, lazy hours went a-loiterin’ on 
From the dawn to the dusk, and from dusk till the dawn! 


In the Muskingum Valley it ’peared like the skies 
Looked lovin’ on me as my own mother’s eyes, 
While the faint undertone of the stream seemed to be 
Like a lullaby angels was singin’ for me— 

Till, swimmin’ the air, like the gossamer’s thread, 
*Twixt the blue underneath and the blue overhead, 
My fancies went glimmerin’ into the realm 

Where Sleep bared her breast as a pillow for them. 


In the Muskingum Valley, though far, far away, 

I know that the winter is bleak there to-day— 

That the perfume is gone from the brambles and trees, 
And where buds used to bloom, now the icicles freeze. 

That the grass is all hid long the side of the road 

Where the deep snow has drifted, and shifted, and blowed— 
And I feel in my life the same changes is there, 

The frost in my heart, and the snow in my hair. 


But, Muskingum Valley ! my memory sees 

Not the white on the ground, but the green in the trees— 
Not the rough, frozen gorge, but the current, as clear 

And warm as the drop that has just trickled here; 

Not the chokec-up ravine, and the hills topped with snow, 
But the grass and the blossoms I knowed long ago 

When my little bare feet wandered down where the stream 
In the Muskingum Valley flowed on like a dream. 


J. W. RILEy. 
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RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION. 


I» his life of Jackson, Parton conveys the impres- 

sion that the irascible General never lost his tem- 
per, but merely let it out on occasions when it 
seemed to beneeded. Without doubt wrath isa power, 
and, judiciously used, is capable of doing good work. 
We have sometimes feared that, in the gradual re- 
finement of manners which increased wealth and cul- 
ture is working among us, anger might be eliminated 
from the number of social forces, and the capacity for 
righteous indignation become a lost art. So long as a 
man is agreeable, and does not borrow too much 
money, nothing that we can recall will greatly hurt his 
reputation, except to be caught cheating at cards. He 
may prostitute his talents in the service of unscrupu- 
lous millionaires ; he may buy and sell legislators ; he 
may even treat his mother-in-law with cold disdain, 
and impose upon his tailor ; if he smiles at the world, 
the world will smile back at him, and most men will 
say he is a mighty good fellow. Polite people will not 
go to the trouble of being angry if they can help it. 
Sooner than increase the friction of the wheels of life, 
they will ignore the shortcomings of their fellows, and 
even the imputations that are cast upon their own in- 
tegrity. 

We are inclined to believe that if there were more 
righteous wrath in the social atmosphere, it would be 
purer, and it is agreeable to us to be assured—as by 
the late correspondence between Secretary Chandler 
and a distinguished officer of the Navy—that there are 
still men who can resent being suspected of knavish 
tricks. 

But when General Butler, after all these years, says 
he did not steal any spoons, and that the story of his 
having.carried away a coffinful of family silver from 
New Orleans is a nickel-plated myth, he goes too far. 

The Governor is on the right track, but he starts it 
too far back. Let him confine himself to libels which 
have not been outlawed by the statute of limitations. 
When he denies such a venerable tradition as the 
spoon story, he strikes at the foundations of popular 
faith. Presently some scoffer will say that Sampson 
did not carry off the gates of Gaza. 





OUTDONE. 


THE managers of charity balls, the instigators of 
church fairs, the patronesses of dramatic entertain- 
ments for the Bartholdi statue, the projectors of all 
diversions for a special object may look to their laurels 
with a view to abdicating them. Unless we are mis- 
taken, they have all been outdone by our fellow- 
citizens who devised the ball at Germania Hall, from 
which Arthur McKeane, Esq., was returning when he 
got shot in the back. 

That was a ball with an object that was an object. 
When the enlivining strains of Strauss’ coercive waltzes 
fell on the expectant ear, and maidens’ eyes danced, 
even when their feet were still, what was the sweet 
thought that threw a halo of cheerful self-sacrifice over 
all the scene ? 


-LiPrs - 





WHERE THEY GROW. 


Small boy of eight (looking over picture book with boy 
of ten): WHAaAT’s THAT? 

S. 6. of ten: WHY, DON’T YOU KNOW? THAT’S A 
DONKEY : HAVEN’T YOU EVER SEEN A DONKEY? 

S. b. of eight \doubtfully): No. 

S. b. of ten (patronizingly): Wuy, 1 Have: Lots 
OF 'EM,—IN THE THEOLOGICAL GARDENS, YOU KNOW. 








Was it—“ We are dancing that poor children may 
have food,” or “that the heathen may be converted to 
trowsers and pocket testaments,” or “that the gallant 
506th may have terrapin after their weekly drills ?” 

No, it was to no one of these objects that the ball 
owed its brilliancy. 

What brave men said to fair women was, “ Come up, 
my dear, and have something; it will help to pay for the 
door plate on his coffin.” 

For the purpose of this party was to provide funds 
for the proper interment of Michael E. McGloin, Esq., 
who expects to be hanged on the gth of March. 





THE PRUDENT HOUSEWIFE. 


PRUDENT housewife informed her husband one 
A night that she wanted a small rug, and that he must buy 

it because she didn’t look fit to go out. ‘“‘ But on no 
account,” said she, “ must you pay more than two dollars for a 
rug worth three; and if you don’t find it in one place go to 
another.” ‘“ All right,” said the good man; ‘‘I’ll take half a 
day off to-morrow.” The following morning he notified his em- 
ployer that he wanted half a day off, because there was sickness 
in his family, hoping by means of the falsehood that his wages 
would not be docked. He excused himself to himself for the 
lie, saying, ‘‘ If I don’t get that rug there will be serious sick- 
ness in the family.” He succeeded in obtaining the desired arti- 
cle for $1.99; and on the following Saturday his employer 
deducted $2 from his earnings. 


Morat.—A penny saved is a penny earned. 
NoTE.—But the $3 rug cost him $3.99 all the same. 





FRIENDS AT A PincH.—Snuff-boxes and tight boots. 
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EVOLUTION IN THE 0) 
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THE OHIO VALLEY. 
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SERENADE—TO NORA. 





The moonlight is failin’— 
The sad stars are palin’— 


The black wings of night are a droopin’ and trailin’ ; 


The wind’s miserere 


Sounds lonesome and dreary ; 
The katydid’s dumb and the nightingale’s weary. 


O Nora! I’m wadin’ 
The grass, and paradin’ 


The dews at your door, wid my swate serenadin’ ; 


Alone and forsaken, 


Whilst you’re never wakin’ 
To tell me you’re wid me, and I am mistaken ! 


Don’t think that my singin’ 


Its wrong to be flingin’ 


Forninst of the dreams that the angels are bringin’; 


For if your pure spirit 
Might waken and hear it, 


You’d never be dreamin’ the Saints could come near it! 


Then lave off your slapin’ !— 


The pulse of me’s lapin’ 


To have the two eyes of yez down on me papin’. 


Ah, Nora! Its hopin’ 
Your windy ye’ll open 


And light up the night where the heart of me’s gropin’. 
J. W. RIvey. 








- LIPS - 


THE PRIMA DONNA AND THE COM- 
POSER. 


[™ was rumored recently that a distinguished Ger- 

man composer contemplated coming to this coun- 
try; and a celebrated prima donna now here, was 
asked one night between the acts what she thought of 
him. 

“He’s a very nice little man,” she answered. “He 
is very retired and doesn’t like to meet people ; but he 
always received me most cordially.” 

“ Was he peculiar in any way ?” 

“Yes; he often wanted me to sing a certain aria 
from an opera written by one of his rivals. But per- 
haps that was because I had created the part to which 
the aria belonged, and so, of course, could sing it bet- 
ter than any else.” 

“ How long is it since you last saw him ?” 

“When I was in Italy singing in ‘ Persiflage,’ an- 
other role I created. He was so pleased with my sing- 
ing that he sent me acomplimentary letter ; and after- 
wards journeyed several miles for the express purpose 
of calling upon me.” 

“ How is he regarded asa composer ?” 

“He is said to be one of the greatest geniuses living. 
He wanted to write an opera for me, for he said I was 
the only prima donna in the world who could interpret 
his music.” 

“Which do you consider the finest of his works ?” 

“*Der Schreckliche Maus.’ I appeared in that 
opera in Germany ; and it was my rendition of the 
part that so captivated him with my style of singing 
that he wanted to write an opera for me. But there’s 
the bell. I must go.” 

The visitor departed with a profound knowledge of 
the merits of the great composer. 





JUDKINS’ BOY ON SPIDERS. 


PIDERS is awful fat—all but their head, and that’s 
level you can bet your hi muck. Flies haint got 

no business with a spider. If a spider ever reaches for 
a fly, he’shis meat! The spider likes to work till he 
gets his web done, and then he likes to loaf and wait 
for bugs and things to get caught in it. He lays back 
in his hole till he hears em buzzin’, and then he walks 
out and fixes ’em so’s they can’t buzz; and he’s got 
the truck to do it with! I bet if you’d unwind all the 
web stuff of just one little spider it would be longer’n 
akite-string. Orfct a spider hung out his sign in our 
wood house, and crawled back in his web and hid, and 
laid awake and waited. And one of these here Color- 
ado potater-bugs come a-emigratin’ along and got 
cought too slick. The spider worked a week on that 
bug ’fore he got him so’s he couldn’t move hand or 
foot. Then he couldn’t eat him neither, ’cause them kind 
o’ bugs has got shells on ‘em, you know, and spiders 
don’t know how to hull ’em. And I used to lay 
around and watch the spider monkeyin’ with his con- 
trdct. And every time I'd go around, there’d be old 
Mr. Spider wrappin’ more stuff around the bug, and 























LINES ON A PATCHWORK QUILT. 
MARKED “ PRISCILLA Gossoo.” 


ELL me not of the fabrics of Persia, 
Of the silks of the Inde or Peru ; 
They are naught to the gossamer woven 
By thy hands, oh, Priscilla Gossoo ! 


How tell of its intricate pattern ? 
How picture its radiant hue ? 
My pen can but feebly describe it. 
Forgive me, Priscilla Gossoo ! 


A circle of yellow and purple, 

An octagon picked out in blue, 
Elliptical figures in crimson,— 

Like thy lips, oh, Priscilla Gossoo ! 


Dare I speak of the stitches and hemmings, 
The bias and overcasts too ?— 

*Tis enough for the end and beginning 
That they’re thine, oh, Priscilla Gossoo ! 


A garden of choicest exotics, 
A web iridescent with dew— 
So seems to my vision enraptured 
Thy quilt, oh, Priscilla Gossoo! 


There's a rent in my heart, oh, Priscilla, 
In this fond heart, so tender and true; 
*Tis thy patchwork has done it, Priscilla ; 
Oh, darn it! Priscilla Gossoo ! 
C. G. Buck. 





HoweEVER it may be that a man is 
known by the company he keeps, it is to 
be hoped that his accountability ceases 
with life, and that his final reckoning is 
made without regard to who may have 
come to his funeral. 


to 
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Philanthropic Passenger to Irish Emigrant, with small bundle : 


WHERE’S YOUR TRUNK, PAT? 


PHWAT ’UD OI DO WID A THRUNK ? 
PuT YOUR CLOTHES IN IT. 
AN’ ME GO NAKED? 














stoppin’ every minute and stoopin’ down like he was 
a-whispering to him. And one day I went in again, 
and the spider was a hangin’ alas and cold in death, 
and I poked him with a splinter and his web broke 
off—’spect he’d used it all up on the wicked bug—and 
it killed him. And I buried him ina ink bottle, and I 
mashed the old bug with achip. I Jike spiders, ’cause 
they ’tend to their knittin’ and don’t ask no boot of 
their grandmother. 





THE WOLF AND THE WATCHDOG. 


A Wo yr, having formed a friendship with a Watch- 
dog on the comprehensive Basis of their Common De- 
scent from a canine ancestor and upon the honest Far- 
mer’s sheepfold, was invited by the Dog to accompany 
him to the Farm and enter the Detective Force. The 
Wolf, attracted by the prospect of obtaining regular Ra- 
tions as well as an opportunity to gratify his maraud- 


ing tastes, consented, but as they were faring thither- 
ward, noticing a bare patch upon the neck of his Com- 
panion, he could not forbear asking him who cut his 
hair. “ O, that,” replied the Dog, “is the mark caused 
by the collar which I wear at night.” “Say you so?” ex- 
claimed the Wolf—“ then revénons & nos moutons?” “O, 
nonsense,” answered the Dog, “ you can easily slip it 
or sell it at the junk-shop, or at the worst you can patent 
it as an electric chest-protector. Come along!” Re- 
assured by these statements, the Wolf followed his 
Companion to the Farmyard, where the Dog introduc- 
ed him into the presence of the Farmer, and seizing 
him by the throat held him until the Laborers, alarm- 
ed at their master’s outcry, could come up and despatch 
the lupine intruder, to the great delight of the Farmer 
who forebore to hang the Watchdog, which he had Jong 
suspected of worrying his sheep, being convinced that 
that devoted animal had slain the real Culprit. 
Morat.—Who Sups with a Detective should have a 
Long Spoon. &. 2. i. 
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COLD COMFORT. 

Religieuse ( going intoa Lenten retreat) to her husband : 
Goop BYE, JAMES, I SHALL NOT SEE YOU FOR SIX LONG 
WEEKS ; BUT, AS YOU LOVE ME, PLEASE DO WEAR A HAIR 
SHIRT DURING LENT ? 


AT THE PLAY. 
A HEALTH in the perfumed, the burning Chartreuse,— 


A toast in a rich Pousse Café ; 
To something more rich, more delicious than both, 
Toa voice that I heard at the play. 


I had dined out of sorts at the Brunswick that night, 
And had thought in a spiritless way, 

In what place can a man feel so lonesome and blue 
As alone in a crowd on Broadway ? 


Out of tune with the music and life—later on, 
I sat.in the brilliant parquet, 

With the curtain and overture hopelessly bad, 
But each trying hard toseem gay. 


But sweet as wild roses that slap in your face, 
And splash you with scent and with spray, 
And grateful as water to feverish lips, 
Came that beautiful voice from the play. 


Oh! only a few to Hesperides go, 
And carry gold apples away ; 

There are only a few Cleopatras of song,— 
There was only that one at the play. 


A health in the perfumed, the burning Chartreuse, 
A toast in the rich Pousse Café,— 
To something more rich, more delicious than both,— 
Toa voice that I heard at the play. 
W. T. PETERS. 





~WALLACK’S. | 


MR. LESTER WALLACK. 








SOLE IMPORTER, 


THE IMPORTED ENGLISH DRAMA, 


“THE SILVER KING.” 
(Written by Messrs. Henry A. Jones and Henry Herman.) 
Will be performed by Mr. Wallack’s Imported Company 
of Cockney Comedians. 


ACT I. 
Scene I.—Skittle Alley of ‘* The Wheatsheaf,” Clerkenwell. 


HE IMporRTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE 
ENTERING R. U E.—The American 
actors are a lot of hamfatters, that’s 
what they are. And I’m drunk. I’m 
very drunk, that’s what Iam! [ Zakes 
a drink.| I’ve been tothe The Derby, 
and I’ve bet my bottom dollar, and I’m 
dead broke, and I’m pretty nearly dead 
drunk. [ 7akes a drink.| I'ma Prodi- 
gal Son,I am! I’m an Idle Appren- 
tice, 1am! I’m on the Road to Ruin, 
Iam! [7Zakes adrink.] Here comes 
my wife. She’s going to talk about 
my Highly Intelligent Kids, and say, 
‘* Father, dear Father, come home with 
me now.” But I won't go. [7Zakes a 
drink.| I won’t go home. I'll go and 
kill that man who insulted my wife. 
[ Zakes a drink.| I’m a Bad man from 
Wayback when I’m drunk, and you 
can just bet I’m drunk now! I'll go 

kill him. [7Zakes a drink and then takes his leave.] 

Scene I1.—Clerkenwell Close. 

THE IMPORTED MR.OSMONDTEARLE (0 the audience.)—I’m not 
on in this scene. It’s only a carpenter’s scene, anyhow—just to 
fill up five minutes while they are getting the next act ready. 
This scene looks as if it was painted by a carpenter doesn’t it? 
and he lost his foot rule, so he had to leave out all his per- 
spective. 


Scene III.~-114 Hatton Gardens. 

THE IMPORTED MR. OSMOND TEARLE [entering door L. C. in 
fiat.|—There are bur- 
glars here. Reform 
is necessary, and so 
they chloroform me. 
Then they shoot the 
man I came to kill. 
Then they go away. 
Then I wake up and 
come to and I’m drunk 
stil. Then I find the 
cold corpse, and I get 
sober in a hurry, and 
I think I’ve killed him 
and I do some very 
fine acting. [ Zhe cur- 
tain comes down and 
there is great applause. 
The Imported Mr. Osmond Tearle is called before the curtain. | 
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ACT II. 


Scene I.—Room in the Imported Mr. Osmond Tearle’s House. 

THE IMPORTED MR. OSMOND TEARLE enters hurriedly and 
tells his wife all! He borrows the money of the respectable old 
family servant and escapes, just as Hawkshaw, the Detective, comes 
to arrest him. Hawkshaw, the Detective, is too late. 


Scene II,—London Railway Station. 


THE IMPORTED MR. OSMOND TEARLE enters hurriedly and 
takes a train for Liverpool, just as Hawkshaw, the Detective, comes 
toarresthim. Hawkshaw, the Detective, is again too late. 


Scene III,—A Country Lane. 


THE ImMpoRTED Mr. OSMOND TEARLE [Zxéering R. and 
limping.\—I’ve shaved my beard while the train was in rapid 
motion, add I’ve changed my clothes, and I’ve jumped out of the 
train. And yet I am not happy. I’ve been reading Austin 
Dobson's *‘ Ballade of Prodigals” in the train and I’ll use his 
refrain for my big speech on 
remorse. ‘Give us, oh, give 
us but yesterday!” [Zxit Z., 
limping.] 

Scene 1V..—‘‘ The Chequers,” 
Gaddesden. 

THE IMPORTED MR. Os- 
MOND TEARLE, [Entering L.} 
—My conscience and my left ; 
leg are equally painful. I : 
cannot listen to the babble of 
these simple villagers imi- 
tated from M. Sardou’s. I'll 
have a private room. I am 
dressed as a sailor, and it’s 
what sailors always do. 

Scene V.— Room in “* The 
Chequers.” 

THE IMPORTED MR. Os- 
MOND TEARLE, [Reading a 
paper. |—Here is yesterday’s London 7imes. Now I shall get all the 
news. Now I shall know if Hawkshaw, the Detective, has a clue. 
Great Heavens! I am saved! The train I jumped from is 
totally destroyed! Terrible Loss of Life! Iam supposed to be 
dead. A Horrible Holocaust ! Surely Heaven smiles on me 
and means to give meanotherchance. I'll go to America, where 
nobody knows me, and play three years and six months at Wal- 
lack’s Theatre. 





ACT Tit. 

Scene I.—Skinner’s Villa. 

THE IMPORTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE, [ Zo audience.|—-I’m 
not on in this scene at all. Although the British dramatists have 
worked out their idea with ingenuity, they have not taken the 
trouble to avoid needless changes of scene. So I can’t come on 
at allin this scene. I regret it. Please accept my apologies. 


Scene II.—Home of the Imported Mr. Osmond Tearle’s wife. 


THE IMPORTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE.--During my three 
years and six months in America, I have made money, I am 
now called ‘‘ The Silver King” (gold value 8232 cents). So I 
have disguised myself as Theodore Tilton, aided by the “‘ perru- 
quier to this theatre”"—who is what you Americans would call 
a wigmaker. My wife is starving. So are my Highly In- 
tefligent Kids. I will give money to one of the Highly Intelli- 
gent Kids and she will pay the rent, and the audience will be 
happy once more. [Does it. The audience is happy.]| 





ACT IV. 


Scene IL.—The Library at the Lawn, Kensington Park Gar- 
dens. 

THE IMPORTED Mr. OsMOND TEARLE.—In this scene I forgive 
Mr. Buckstone who has forged my name to a check, and I sur- 
prise Mr. Hawkshaw, the Detective. He thinks he recognizes 
me, but nothing comes of it. 


Scene II.—The Grange, Gardenhurst. 

THE IMPORTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE.—In this scene I talk 
to the Highly Intelligent Kid and my wife begins to have an idea 
that I am not dead. That’s all. 

Scene I[I.—Outside Brake Wharf, Rotherhithe. 

THE IMPORTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE.—In this scene I’m 
disguised as a half-witted idiot, because I want to get into a Den 
of Thieves. 

Scene IV.—Black Brake Wharf. 


THE IMPORTED MR. OSMOND TEARLE.—In this scene I am in 
the Den of Thieves and ina striking scene. I shall discover my 
innocence. [Discovers his innocence.] 

ACT V. 

Scene I.—Reception Room at the Lawn. 


THE IMPORTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE.—This scene is on the 
programme, but we leave it out, now. 


Scene II.—Skinner’s Villa. 


THE IMPORTED Mr. OsMOND TEARLE.—It’s too bad; but I’m 
notin this scene, either. Hawkshaw, the Detective, will have 
the exquisite felicity of seeing the Villain’s Wife with her back 
hair down. 

Scene III.— The Grange. 


THE IMPORTED MR. OsMOND TEARLE.—I have explained all 
to my wife, and we are happy. So are the Highly Intelligent 
Kids. Perhaps my visit to America has made my ear more sen- 
sitive to these things ; but really it seems to me that my wife al- 
ways says “ Wen” and “ Wy” and ‘‘ Wot,” when she means 
‘*When” and “ Why” and ‘‘ What.”’ Still, we cannot have 
everything. Please go home, now, with my blessing, and this 
moral: When you are going to the devil by the lightning ex- 
press, get a villain to chloroform you and to make you believe 
you have killed your man; and then—perhaps—you will reform, 
as I have done. ARTHUR PENN. 





THE SERVANT GIRL QUESTION. 


A MIDDLE-AGED woman entered a Brooklyn car the 

other evening, and after taking her seat addressed herself 
to a window-pane opposite to her. In the course of her remarks 
she said: ‘‘I never drank any liquor in me life, and I’ll never 
drink any more till I go home to ould Ireland. ‘ No Irish nade 
apply,’ indade! Me fine leddy wants a good plain cook, washer 
and ironer; but she must be Dutch, German or Swade. 
Faith, it’s a wonder, thin, they don’t want Prodestan’ horses. An 
Irish Catholic horse wouldn’t be good enough to draw thim. 
Jew or Gintile, they’re all alike. And me a mimber av the 
Land League, too. An’ now, ladies and gintlemen,” she con- 
tinued, ‘‘if ache av yez will give me five cints I'll buy some 
whiskey whin I go home, and drink the health of yez all and 
success to the Land League.” 

There was no response, and the woman looking around and 
seeing that the car was empty, exclaimed : ‘‘ Howly Moses! No- 
body left but the conductor! I can’t trust meself wid the man, 
Lave me out; lave me out.” 

She was left out. 
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III.—THE COMBAT. 
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THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER. 






































IV.—SATISFACTION. 








ENGLAND’s latest watchword.—‘ Look out for No. 
? 


I; 





OH yes ; a tall man can have a short memory, just 
the same as a short man can have a long sleep. 


GENUINE Self-denial.—Saying, “ Not at home.” 


Ir you should happen to want your ears pierced, just 
pinch the baby. 
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FERRIC ODYLINE 


— CURATIVE GARMENTS. 


F. S. Winston, Pres. 


AN HONEST OFFER 
BY WILLIAM WILSON, THE INVENTOR OF 
‘**WILSONIA.” 


No. 144 BROADWAY, 


837, 839 & 841 BRoapway, NEw York. 


For more than two years WM. WILSON’S MAGNETIC 
NEw YORK. APPLIANCES have been used by the sick and afflicted i in 
= = — | every State inthe Union. But it is only within the last six 


pee months that we have been able to ascertain the proportion 
GRADY & McKEEVER, of cures effected, including commen, | in its waslens Siva, 
LATE 


Asthma, and other forms of diseases. ‘The cures have 
RENNER & COMPANY, 


been ABOUT NINETY-FIVE IN EACH ONE HUN- 
DEALERS IN 


WRITTEN GUARANTEE 


| JOHN E. CANNON 


| TUESDAY, 


ill. 


HEATRE COMIQUE. 
THARRIGAN & HART 


728 and 730 Broadway 
ie sevebeewamed Proprietors 


pNivw ete se WOidewsicaaee Manager 
FOURTH MONTH 
of 
HARRIGAN & HART 


in Edward Harrigan’s latest and greatest 
success, 
McSORLEY’S INFLATION. 
The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 
MATINEES FRIDAY. 








[UNION SQUARE THEATRE. 
| Mr. A. M. PALMER 





Proprietor and Manager. 





Begins promptly at 8; over - 11:05. 
Saturday matinees begin a 
NORMOUS SUCCESS 


of 
A PARISIAN ROMANCE. 
The greatest production ever wit- 
nessed on the American stage. 


NINTH 
WEEK. 








Seats secured two weeks in advance. 


ENDERSON’S STANDARD THEATRE. 
WM. HENDERSON ...Proprietor and Manager 


First production of the entirely new comic opera, with 
the original orchestration of the composer, 


MICAELA. 


MUSIC BY CHARLES LECOCQ. 

A GRAND CHORUS OF SIXTY VOICES. 
AN ORCHESTRA OF THIRTY-FIVE 
MUSICIANS. 

A FULL BRASS BAND. 

IN THE THIRD ACT WILL BE INTRODUCED 
A PICTURESQUE HUNGARIAN BALLET, 





DRED CASES TREATED. With this experience we 
FINE ARTS. 


feel warranted in offering to each purchaser a 
Designers and Manufacturers of 


EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES. 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw YoRK. 


to return the amount in full if a cure is not effected within a 
given time. When this REFUND is requested, the PA- 
TIENT will only have to make an AFFIDAVIT (on 
forms supplied with guarantee) that he has worn the 
APPLIANC °ES as directed and for the specified time, In 
making this offer we are consulting our own interests. 
Thousands of persons in moderate circumstances have 
stated their willingness to try our treatment if a cure were 
guaranteed. They said : e would give twice the amount 
you ask if we were certain we would Ee cured, but we can- 
not afford to lose the money if we were not.”’ 


“‘ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE, 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 BRoApway (cor. Cedar St.), 


CAUTION. 


: Wm, WILson cannot be seen anywhere: 
3 else than at 





Recasaseal ES P. WHEDON, Manager. : 837, 839 and 841 Broadway. 
STEEL 80 COURT STREET, BROOKLYN. 
PENS We fae ag from each person a brief statement of his 
case, giving mF etc., and Age, so that we may be 
able to advise him what ‘appliances are needed to effect a cure. 





SEND FOR PRICE-LISTS 


FERRIC ODYLINE CO., 


| 837, 839 & 841 Broapway, N. W. cor. THIRTEENTH St. 


Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 
THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York, 





GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 JOHN STREET, Ntw YorK. 




















Ferric Odyline Insoles, price zc and 75 cents per pair. 


Chemists, Physicians ‘and E 





This paper is printed with our cut ink, offered elsewhere. 


NEW AND SUPERB COSTUMES 
AND ENTIRELY NEW SCENERY. 
EVERY EVENING at 8. 
SATURDAY MATINEE at 2. 





NINTH SEASON. 


Spring House, 





ectricians should examine 
Ferric Odyline garments, and compare them with what is | 


Richfield Springs, 
is | Open si ae 17th to Oct. rst. 
| ee. ae ee 


Its well-known standard of excellence 
| will be fully maintained. 


T: R. PROC TOR. 


ELEGANT STORE TO LET, 


Suitable for first-class Restaurant or 
| Confectionery and Ice Cream, in the 
charming city of Binghamton, N. Y. 


GEO. C. HEMINGWAY. 


| 





| 
| 
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THe EoutraBLe 


LiFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 


120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, - : - $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABLE, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society's office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, st Vice-Pres’t. 
SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t. 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 








POLLOCK & BIXBY, 


BANKERS and ‘BROKERS, No. 25 Nassau St., N. ¥ 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK. Member of N.Y. Stock Exchange. 
ANDREW J. BIXBY. 





FAIRBANKS’ 


STANDARD 


SCALES. 





PRINCIPAL WAREHOUSE, 


FAIRBANKS & CO. 
NEW YORK. 





OPYRICTED. 


CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, | 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., j 


NEW YORK. 


179 Broadway, near 


and { Cortlandt St., 


AND UNDER THE PALMER House, CHICAGO, 


CorRECT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 
LYON’S FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 
AND WALKING STICKS. 


Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


JOHN HANCOCK 
Mutual Life Insurance Co., 


Or Boston, Mass. 


STEPHEN H. RHODES, President. 


pC ee ae ae, See $2,526,660 56 

Liabilities, Jan. 1, 1883.......... 2,351,922 26 

Surplus at 4 per cent......00ss00 174,738 30 
SAMUEL ATHERTON, Vice-Pres. 


GEO. B. WOODWARD, Sec’y and Actuary. 
CHARLES G. WOOD, Treasurer. 
SAMUEL WELLS, Counsel. 

FRANK WELLS, M.D., Med. Examiner. 


T. ASPINWALL & SON, 
| 75 and 77 West Twenty-third St., 


(MASONIC TEMPLE, ) 


NEW YORK. 





—TiLBo.— 


Of all descriptions for Floors, Walls, Hearths, 
Fireplaces, and Decoration generally. 


MANTELS, 
Grates, Open Fireplaces, Pottery, &c. 


Sole Agents for MINTON’S and for the 





CAMPBELL TILE CO. 





Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 





Artistic Presents. 


MEssrs. M. KNOEDLER & CO. invite 
attention to their fine collection of 


Modern Oil Paintings, 
Water Color Drawings, 
Engravings, 


and other art products suitable for 
Holiday presents. 


The list of paintings comprises the 
works of all the best known artists of 
the day. 


Goupit GALLERY, 
170 5th Ave., Cor. of 22d St. 


OPEN EVENINGS. 








Send one, two, 
three or five dol. 


( A ND elars for a retail 
box, by ws ress, of the best Candies in the world, put 


up in te: some boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Mapison Srt., CHICAGO. 


CAVANAGH, SANDFORD & CO., 


Merchant Tailors and Importers, 


16 West 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw York. 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 


amend" ek 


A New Illustrated Weekly, 


HuMOROUS, SATIRICAL, REFINED. 
ISSUED EVERY THURSDAY. 


‘* We find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; it 
seems to have been born grown up; it is workmanlike in 
every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial, and 
satisfying. We commend it to at least fifty thousand 
readers in this town.””—7he Sun. 














AN ABLE CORPS OF CONTRIBUTORS: 


W. L. ALDEN, author of ‘‘ The Moral Pirates.”” W. H. 
Bisuop, author ‘of ** The House of the Merchant Prince.” 
ES CHEEVER Goopw1n, author of ** Evangeline,”’ RoserT , 
_e author of “ Confessions of a Frivolous Girl.” A. 

HAYEs, author of ‘*A Symposium on the Chinese 
Giese G. T. Lanican, author of “ Fables out of the 
orld.” G. P. LATHROP, author of * *An Echo of Pas- 


sion.” J. B. MATTHEWS, author of “ French Dramatists.” 


| H.G. Paine, author of * Allon a Summer’ sDay.”’ ARTHUR 
| PENN, author of * The Rhymester.” 


J. S., of Dae, au- 
SHERMAN, author of “Her 
WHEELWRIGHT, author of 


thor of ** Guerndale.”’ F. 

Portrait by Sarony.” J z. 

“* Rollo in Cambridge.’ 
ARTISTS. 

F. G. ATTWOOD, J. A. MITCHELL, 

Cuas. KENDRICK, GRAY PARKER, 

H. W. McVICKAaR, W. H. Hype, 

And many others. 


Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage prepaid. 
10 Cents Copy. 
Address, 


Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 1155 Broadway, 
NEW YORK 
For Sale at all News Stands. 














